from the poop to the bastion of tne prow. Amidships, where the
kitchen occupied the larboard, and tlfe two heaviest guns the starboard
quarter, the cook and his assistants mingled in hushed somnolent
chatter with the gun crew. Below the gang-deck, on either side, tame
the heavy breathing of the slumbering gangs, whilst »n the 4ead-
vvorks beyond, where the wooden payisades had already been erected:
preparatory to action, the arquebusiers could be heard in talk and
movement. Dimly in the clear, starry night were to be discerned on
either beam the shadow of the nearest galley, a score of yards away.
These things went all unnoticed by the absorbed captain as he
paced there with his problem. He saw nothing but the mental picture
he had made of Port Mahon; the long, narrow inlet between high
cliffs, with its exiguous entrance and expanding middle, and the close
press of Corsair galleys at anchor a mile or so within it. In fancy he
took his fleet a dozen times to the attack and each time he pursued a
different method, only to follow an initial success by a bitter engage-
ment that ended in his final defeat and extinction, yet left Dragut so
crippled that he must run for home so as to save the little that was left
him. This was the best that came of all his musings, and it was the
least that he had promised to perform. To this least, it seemed, he
must resign himself: content to go down in a blaze of glorious defeat
that should make some amends for Djerba.
He was at this conclusionr-putting from him all thought of Giauna
that might yet weaken him into playing the coward—when in his
pacings ne came to a sudden check. He was standing by the kitchen.
The fire was out, and the cauldrons stood cold upon the bed of fire-
clay, ringed with iron so as to protect the deck. He had been brought
to a halt by the figure, dimly seen, of the master-gunner, who squatted
there between a powder-keg on one side and a bucket and a bale of
tow on the other* Aloof from the others he was at work, dipping a
" hand ever and anon into keg or bucket.
"What are you at?" Prospero inquired,
The man came to his feet. He was a Greek named Diomedes, an
elderly little fellow, wiry and almost ape-like, but of great skill both in
pyrotechnics and ballistics. "I am making matches, my lord,'*
"Matches ?" The word was to prove, itself a match, to fire a
startling train of thought. At the end of a long moment Prospero
spoke again. "Come with me," he said, and led the way to the
poop.
As he raised the heavy leather curtain that masked the entrance to
the tabernacle, and came into the light of the slush-lamp suspended
from its ceiling, Don Alvaro, who had been dozing on the divan,
awoke and gathered himself up.
"Time I should be going aboard the tmaculada" he said, "what-
$ver the decision you may have reached."
"A moment." Peremptorily Prospero waved him back to the
divan, and turned to the Greek who had pattered barefooted after him.
"What is the slowest match that you can make?"
"The slowest match?'*   Diomedes scratched his grizzled heai
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